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One 

Early 80's 

| woke up because the sun was shining on my face through the window with no curtains. | swallowed, feeling 
the dryness of my tongue. Uhhh, | felt hung-over. | hated that feeling, a headache wrapped around dizziness, 
the foul taste of old alcohol and cigarettes in my mouth. 

| felt someone kiss my cheek and then the bed dipped and creaked as someone got out of it. It was the 
stripper from last night. | opened one eye and saw her teased dyed blond hair falling over her tanned face. | 


saw the bra and panties she wore edged in lace. 


"Where are you going?" | said, watching her rummage through piles of clothes, watching the perfect roundness 
of her ass. This was her place. | didn't have a place. 


"Work," she said, padding off to the bathroom, a towel in her arms. 


"Work?" | said, sitting up, leaning on one elbow, "this early?" 


‘Its my day job," she said, and now | remembered she worked as a secretary at a school or something. Man, if 


those kids at that school only knew what she did at night. 


| heard the bathroom door shut and the shower start, and | thought it would be nice to sleep a couple more 
hours and maybe get rid of this pounding headache. Then | felt the bed dip again as someone got into it. 


"Hey, sweetheart," | opened my eyes again and saw Slash, and he nuzzled up against my neck | pushed him 


away. 


"Slash, what are you doing here?" | said, closing my eyes, feeling the warmth of his body against mine as he 


burrowed under the covers. 


"Well, Axl, you invited me to go with you last night,” he said, as he lifted strands of my hair between his 
fingers and let them fall 


"Oh," | said, not caring anymore as the headache ramped up, squeezing my temples in a vise grip. The stripper, 
a girl named Stacy, emerged from the bathroom as a proper little secretary, her crazy blond hair trapped in a 
neat little ponytail, her navy blue skirt falling well below her knees. 

She came over and kissed me on the forehead and Slash on the lips. 

"See you boys later," she said. 

After she left | was drifting in and out of sleep, the headache coming in waves. | felt Slash against me, snoring. 
A hard knock at the door made us both jump, and Slash peered at me from beneath his crazy fern curls. | 
tried to think of who it could be. One of her ex-boyfriends? A John? Maybe she was a hooker, too. The cops? 
Did they trace this place to some drug ring or something? Fuck, | didn't want to go to jail. | just wanted to 
sleep. Maybe whoever it was would go away. 

The knocks came again, a series of three. Slash's eyes were wide with fear. | wasn't afraid, more annoyed. 

"Bill, | know you're in there!" a familiar voice said, and Slash looked at me with a puzzled expression 

"Who the hell is Bill?” he said. 

‘Its my real name," | said, "so shhhh, just shut up, don't answer the door," 

"Well, who the hell is it?" Slash said, stage whispering at me. 


"My fucking dad," 


The lock and the door weren't very strong and he easily broke it and came in. | couldn't believe this. | was in 


LA. | had done everything | could to get away, to get away from Indiana and from them, and here he was 
standing in the middle of my squalid new life. 


He glared down at me just like when | was a kid and he was mad about something, standing in the doorway to 
my room, staring down at me like God on a fucking mountain. Slash glanced from him to me and got up, 


shrugging into his jeans. 


"So this is what you're doing here? Sleeping with men?" he said, his eyes narrowed at me. Slash had his boots 
on now and took off, not wanting any part of this shit show. Who could blame him? Alcohol, drugs, sleeping 
with men and women, there was very little of my new life he would approve of. 


| sat up and backed up against the headboard, bringing my knees up to my chest and staring at him. He looked 
the same, ash blond hair swept back, short on the sides, button up shirt and pressed pants. He still towered 


over Me. 


"What are you doing here?" | said | was 2l. | was an adult. My life was mine now. He had no say anymore. He 


had no right to be here. 


"Your mother was worried, she wanted me to find you. So | did, and look at this!" His voice went up and 


deepened in rage, just like it used to. 


"lim fine," | said, the old defiance creeping back into my tone. 


Fine? Look at this!" He gestured toward the needle that was on the dresser and the empty whiskey bottles 
and the roach ends of joints. 


| come here and find you all strung out, in bed with a man, for the love of God..you'd better come home with 


me, 


"No! | left once, I'm not going back," | said, and then something strange happened. The anger in his face went 
away for a minute and sadness took its place. Sadness? Why? Because he thought | was a homosexual drug 
addict? So what? What did that matter? | thought of when | was a kid, the times he'd beaten the shit out of 
me for nothing, for commercials that came on T.V., for songs on the radio that | sang along to. What the fuck 


was any of this to him now? 


He sat on the edge of the bed and | cringed and tried to back up even further but there was nowhere to go. 
He didn't do anything, he didn't make the move to hit me like he did so many times when | was younger. He sat 
there with his shoulders slumped, a distant sad look on his face. 


"I know you think that | don't think of you the same way as | do your sister and brother, because | adopted 
you. It wasn't right that we didn't tell you, it just seemed easier. | thought of you as my own son and so there 
seemed no reason to tell you and make you feel like it might not be true, the way | felt. | didn't see the point 
in putting that doubt in your life," 


| stared at him, my mouth open. What the fuck was this? Sure, he beat me just the same as he did Amy and 
Stuart, maybe more come to think of it. | didn't want anything to do with him or with my mother, since she 
always stuck up for him and not me. | wanted to put all this shit behind me. 


"We're worried about you being out here in this Godless place. Billcome home with me. We'll, your mother and 
|, we'll put you through college, you can be anything you want. Get an education and then you can move away.. 


just, you can't stay here," 


| wasn't going with him, that wasn't an option. Fuck Indiana and fuck going to college there. | was going to start 


a band here and become something with music. It was my destiny. 


He was looking at me and | remembered the time he spoke in Japanese in church, his eyes closed, the foreign 
words flowing from his tongue like he had spoken that all his life. | remembered the time he drove the car at 
I00 miles an hours perfectly straight, avoiding the cars by instinct or some divine intervention | remembered 
when he would leave the church early to come and see my track meets, his face proud and determined on the 


sidelines. 


"No, | can't," | said, the words barely breathed out. | wanted him to leave. | wanted to forget all of that, 
everything. | was starting over here, | was W. Axl Rose. Stupid Bill Bailey was dead. 


Two 


"C'mon, get up. Get dressed," he said, standing up, taking a few steps away. How did he find me here anyway? | 
half thought God whispered in his ear where | was. | closed my eyes and felt the car racing between the lanes, 
and | remembered how | had gripped the edge of the seat and squeezed my eyes shut, convinced he would 
crash the car and kill us all. 


"Dad, l'm not going back with you," | said, crossing my legs on the bed, staring up at him. Even in the few 
years |'d been away from home he looked much older, his face lined now, his hair more gray. 


'|..fine. But can you at least come and get some breakfast with me? You must be hungry," he said, and he was 
right about that. There wasn't enough money for shit in my new life, and of all the things I'd spend it on, food 
was pretty far down that list. I'd lost a lot of weight here, what with the drugs and the lack of consistent 


meals. | couldn't really refuse his offer of free food. 


"Okay," | said softly, my head down. I'd get food with him and I'd let him pay for it, but | wasn't going back with 


him. | promised myself, | vowed, | slashed my finger and wrote it in blood. | wouldn't go back. 


| found my jeans hanging on the back of a chair and slipped them on, and | pulled on a T-shirt that had a giant 
cartoon worm from a tequila botte on it, although | thought this shirt was Slash's. Not that it mattered. My 
cowboy boots were another matter, and socks. The socks were long gone, but the girl had some white cotton 
socks in her drawer, which kind of fit me. | found my boots finally way under her bed, along with huge dust 
balls and dyed blond hairs and dead bug carcasses. | guess she didn't have that much time for cleaning being a 
stripper at night and a secretary by day. Still, her place was neater than ours, when we managed to have 


places. 


"That's what you're wearing?" he said to me, eyeing my outfit critically. Jeans, boots, a stupid T-shirt, long 
hair, the traces of make-up still on my face, but I'd got it mostly off. 


"Yeah, dad, this isn't Indiana," 


The sun was bright, and there wasn't much smog today. | didn't know what exact weather conditions led to 
smog, but it was clear today, bright yellow sunshine laying on everything, burning into the chrome on the cars 


that lined the streets and flashed by on the roads. They called them freeways here. 


There were plenty of cheap diners around and we went into one of those. My parents weren't exactly made of 
money. | thought about the money it took for him to fly out here, or drive, but | thought he probably flew, 
and the money for a hotel. | knew how it added up, and | knew they could spend it on shit at home. He didn't 


have to spend all this money to see me and to try and get me to come home. It was wasted money. 


| looked at the plastic menu with the pictures of eggs and huge stacks of pancakes, and | happily ordered 
orange juice and coffee when the waitress showed up. She was chubby and dressed in powder blue. The white 


apron had ruffles. 


"Bill..Axl, you can come home with me, itll be better than staying here," he said, sipping his coffee, glancing out 
the window at the cars and the sun and all the little shops and people selling stuff on little tables perched 
along the sidewalk, at people going up to cars and trying to sell bags of oranges. 


"I know, it would be easy. Its easy to stay there and work at a factory and hang out at the places | always 
did, and everything would be the same. But dad, can't you understand, | have to do this now. There are things | 
want to do and accomplish, and | can't do them back there. You know, maybe I'll fail, it's possible. There's a lot 
of people out here trying to make it, but | have to try. | have to stay here and maybe starve, you know? | 
can't go back..not yet," 


He looked at me with his familiar stern look, and | almost flinched a little. When | was a kid that look could lead 
to a beating real fast, but | had to try and remember | wasn't a kid anymore. Then he looked away again, 
blinking fast, sipping his coffee. He cleared his throat. 


"Is hard letting you go, although | guess we don't have a choice. You're old enough, but you still seem like a 
child to me, and you probably always will. You're right. If you want to be out here trying to do this..but you 


can always come home if you need to," he said. 


| thought about when he kicked me out of the house because my hair was too long, and | remembered when 
he wouldn't let me listen to any of the music | wanted to listen to, and how he tried to control everything | did 
and everything | saw and heard, and how he would explode in rage and grab me and hit me. | took a deep, 
shuddery breath and looked at him from the corner of my eye. Was that shit just over now? | was an adult 
so he couldn't really control anything anymore, and he couldn't beat me anymore. Did being an adult just 


magically make all of that go away? 


"Yeah," | said, and dropped my gaze to the edge of the table, cheap ply wood that was starting to warp and 


peel. 


